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By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—Over to the Transvaal to see about the election of 
President. Didn’t think it worth while to oppose Kruger, so the 
wily old gentleman was re-elected by large majority. After getting 
home again sent him the following :— 


DESPATCH. 


Well, your are boss again, Oom Paul 
(I’ve from the papers learned it), 
I’m not surprised, and one and all 
Must own that you have earned it. 
But let us hope, at all events, 
Your head will grow no huger, 
Meantime accept my compliments 
With “love to Mrs. Kruger.” 


Looked in at the Zola trial ; production of more “ silent witnesses.” 
Hurried away to Cruft’s more congenial Dog Show at the Agricul- 
tural Hall. Dined at the Holborn with the Surveyors’ Institute, 
also with the Master Tailors at the Whitehall Rooms, and with 
the United Club at the Criterion, where we had a capital speech 
for Colonel (never-say) Dyer. 


Thursday.—Helped *o give Hackney a portrait of the Lord Chief 
Justice for the new Town Hall they’ve been having their larks 
about lately, and heard some more “ silent witnesses ”’ at Paris on 
my way to the battle of flowers at Cannes. Left there (with a 
black-eye from a rosebud), and, having heard a good deal about a 
stolen Spanish letter, had a look at the Spanish Fine Art Collection 
in Oxford Street. After that naturally to the Spring Exhibition at 
the Liverpool Walker Art Gallery. Heard Sir H. Campbell- 
Bannerman at Hanley, and Duke of Devonshire at Westminster. 
Agreed with both—at the time. 








Friday.—Took another taste of “ silent witnesses,”’ and then home 
to take Her Most Gracious to Netley Hospital to see her wounded 
soldiers, then to Sandown Park for awhile—a very pleasant while. 
Spent the afternoon among the ‘‘ Rare Aves" at the Crystal Palace. 
After dinner to the anniversary meeting of the Royal Astronomical 
Society—a good digestive. 

Saturday.—Met the cruiser St. George, home from West Africa, 
and said ‘“ Hurray!” Had another go at the Zolatrial—still ‘‘ silent 
witnesses,” so to speak, from the Army. 


THEIR FRIEND THEZENEMY. 


With clank and jingle, fierce of eye, 
They come—the sons of vi'’lence- 
And show themselves afflicted by 
‘“‘ Inviolable ”’ silence. 
But, standing stiffly at the bar 
(They'll always pose and may fuss) 
* Poor, poor dumb mouths ”’ they are, 
In favour of * le Dreyfus.” 


Just went over to Australia and gave Stoddart’s eleven part of 
silent sympathy, and then came back and helped to open the 
Passmore Settlement in St. Pancras. Joined the gala dinner at the 
British Embassy in St. Petersburg. Afterwards to the Birkbeck 
conversazione and Marshall and Snelgrove’s young men’s amateur 
performance of Liberty Hall. 


Sunday.—Dined with the Playgoers’ Club, 


Monday.—Uad some valentines—mostly unnecessarily personal, 
but consoled myself with a long morning and a short afternoon in 
the Dudley and Old Bond Street Galleries respectively. 


Tuesday.—Lord William Neville got it deservedly warm. Some- 
body tells me he’s heard the cuckoo, 


SAME TO YOU, 


A correspondent writes to say 
He’s heard the cuckoo lately, 
Although it isn’t due till May 
(At least, approximately)— 
Now Council candidates address 
The world (or what they call so), 
And Parliament is sitting—yes 
We've heard the cuckoo also. 


Got Lowe in for Edgbaston, and dined with Asquith at the Eighty 


Club. 
Tue SPotTrer. 


a eee | 





First Man.—*“* Has Swindelem gone to Klondike ? ” 
Second Ditto.—* No; he’s gone to a warmer climate ; he’s dead | ” 
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spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 





Noricy.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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CRITICISM. 


Bill (who has never seen a Bishop before ).— 
Jim (ditto). 


Choice Blooms for 1898. 


Jehu Vehiculorum.—A hardy, blooming perennial, which thrives 
in a muggy atmosphere. Plant in rows on a hard pavement and 
drench two or three times a day. The blossoms, when full blown, 
assume a scarlet tint, and are readily recognised by their pungent 
aroma. 

Tabernarius Superbus.—The counter-jumper, one of the most 
delicate and beautiful of our indoor plants. The great thing is to 
pot them early; keep in a high temperature with a strong draught, 
and sponge carefully every morning. The best specimens should 
be moved into larger houses, where they will need*extremely careful 
handling. 

Explorator Gloriosus.—The Bronzed Hero. This flower, which 
belongs to the genus leones, is unrivalled as a table decoration or for 
the drawing-room, its brilliant colouring affording a good contrast to 
the more ordinary eae 8 verbosus, musicus supinus, and author 
intolerabilis juvenilis. The young plants flourish in the extremes 
of heat and cold; the old plants may be cleared out when they 
begin to deteriorate. 

Lditor Terribilis.—A really good specimen of this species is seldom 
obtained by the amateur, as they grow in well-nigh inaccessible 
situations. The seedlings are recognisable only by experts. 

Urchinus Pavimentorum Vulgaris.—The street arab is by some gar- 
deners considered unsightly, but is unrivalled for relieving large 
masses in borders, and is very hardy. Experiments have shown that it 





Wonder wot ’e calls ’isself, Jim?” 
‘*’E’s a minister bloke in some ’Ighland Rigiment, I ’spect.”’ 


Mixed. 

Booser (discussing a probable war, 
patriotically).—‘‘ Give me the good old 
colours--red, white, and blue.”’ 

Waggle.—‘‘ Well, you’ve got *em—on 
your nose! ”’ 
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A Terror in Store. 


(An advertising windmill—a speci- 
men of which is now being erected near 
a North London junction—is the latest 
terror in store.’’—Morning paper. | 


BritisH instincts are strongly com- 
mercial, 
We bow, willing servants, to trade 
(Such statement is non-controversial 
And one which is frequently made), 
And yet, beyond doubt, beyond error, 
Our modern abuse of the “ ad.” 
Is fitted to whelm us with terror, 
To send us all hopelessly mad. 


In country, in town, in the village, 
By lake, stream, and on the sea-shore, 
Tis the mustard, the soap, and the pill 
age, 
Still there’s room just for one outrage 
more. 
While sky-signs that glimmer around us 
Wrench Reason away from its throne, 
A windmill with sails to astound us 
Is the latest monstrosity known. 


Encore Verses for the 
Tenor. 


Cry no more, baby, cry no more ! 
Still you go on for ever ; 
No doubt you find your life a bore, 
Yet cry not howsomedever. 
What if a pin 
Is sticking in 
That arm or leg so chubby— 
Yet why annoy your next-of-kin 
With blub, blubby, blubby ? 


Squeal no more octaves, squeal no more ! 
Your voice wants tuning sadly, 
Be careful, or you'll crack your jaw! 
You sing so very badly. 
Your little face 
In any case 
At best is only porky: 
Then why put on that sour grimace 
And squawk, squawky, squawky ? 














is capable of cultivation. Before introducing into the conservatory, 
syringe thoroughly with soapy water, in which a little insecticide 
has been mixed. Some authorities also recommend a little weak 
tea, and rather more liberal diet. 

heminina Erudita Progressiva.—A showy annual with varied 
foliage, which has come into fashion during the last few years. 
The treatment varies. The more sombre specimens, such as 
cerulea (which is much used for platform decoration), are kept 
very dry on thin soil ; others, especially the more gorgeous blooms, 
claim the same treatment as homo inferior, requiring rich soil, and 
a shady situation, together with constant fumigating. 























Another Boonifacfor. 


Lipton has given us cheap teas, and now he is teasing us to try 
his new commodity—Fluid Beef. Well, Lipton won’t be happy until 
he has achieved his object of convincing the public that he is conferring 
a boon. He will probably succeed, as he needs not the intervention 
of the middleman, who, as the monkey with the two cats quarrel- 
ling over the division of the cheese, gets the best of it. Lipton 
manufactures and supplies direct to the consumer, and his unri- 
valled system of distribution enables him to put forward new 
articles at a cost very little removed from that of production. I 
don’t know whether Lipton plays golf. If he does he will be known 
henceforth as Knight of the Fluid Beef Tees. 
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To a Clever Cook. 


[The way to a man’s heart is through 
his stomach.—Popular Saying.] 


In ladies, what do men admire ? 
Some like a maiden soft and tender; 
Mere beauty sets their hearts on fire, j 
f 








And dazzles with its magic splendour. 
Some love the light of hazel eyes, 

Others to scholarship are looking— 
But, Ethelinda, you I prize 

Because you’re extra good at cooking ! 


| 


The girls who play wild fugues from Bach, 
Blue-stockings who with learning floor 
me— 


These place my feelings on the rack, | | oe. 


And oh! how painfully they bore me! 
You who have no strong views on art, 


Who strike the grand piano never, | = 


Have gained the entry to my heart 
Because at entrées you’re so clever! 


The soulful girl who loves the stars 
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Shall never win from me affiance ; 
Astronomy the wise man bars, 

Gastronomy’s his favourite science ; ia 
For marriage is a joint affair, 

And ne’er would be a failure hideous, 
If other wives your skill could share, 

And cook to please the most fastidious. Pha, 


I doat upon your Irish stew, 

Your omelettes existence sweeten, 
At making toothsome pasties you, 

I swear, have never yet been beaten ; 
Let others look to higher ends, 

I hold that there can be no question 
That healthy love, sweet wife, depends 

For sustenance upon digestion ! 


/ = 


/ . Mae mer ¢ % 


‘“WHEREFOR ART THOU ROMEOP” 


One of the pleasures of entertaining at a country house is to engage the services of a 
company on tour to play Romeo and Juliet, and to be told at the last moment, ‘“ Werry 
sorry, Sir, but the gent wot was to act Romeo is took ill, and ’as put meon to the job! I 
most always works the Moon in the love scene!” 




















“Fun” in Earnest. 
WHAT HE THINKS OF THINGS IN GENERAL. 


THE Zola trial makes excellent reading for everybody but French- 
men, and even they appear to like it. To the rest of the world it 
seems a most shocking affair, and a very saddening one, too, though 
the reports do make spicy reading. I wonder what Russia thinks 
of the internal condition of her ally. It must be very galling to 
the autocracy not to be able to send the whole lot off to Siberia, 
though, if France doesn’t get back soon to her senses, I am not at 
all sure but that the Czar could come along, make a coup d’ etat, 
declare himself Emperor of the French, and string up all the 
agitators, both for and against Dreyfus, 

x 38 * 

France as a monarchy would get back all the prestige she has 
lost during the time she has been ruled by nonentities, who think 
about nothing else than their own personal advancement. If there 
is one people on earth which wants a sovereign, that people is the 
French. They are unfitted by their excitable temperament to elect 
a head of the State, they love show, they have all the attributes of 
courtiers. Had it not been for the crass idiotcy of the Monarchists, 
there would have been no Revolution, for the French will stand 
more tyranny than any nation on earth. They are always being 
tyrannised over by somebody. At present it is Russia, to-morrow 
it may be a Dictator, the day after a Commune. It doesn’t matter 
what form the tyranny takes, it is always there. If Boulanger had 
been a man instead of a mere petticoat-hunter, he could have had 
France under his heel, his willing slave. They are always looking 
out for a deliverer. 


” * ~ 


The conviction of Lord William Neville for fraud on a friend is 
not one of those things we can be proud of as a nation. It is 
becoming very rife, this humanisation of the aristocracy. They are 
losing all caste; they commit the same crimes as commoner men, 
and that is the last distinction to disappear. It is a great pity, for 
it was very nice to be able to look up to the nobility as a different 
race of superior clay, but it is all vanishing. We are all in the 
same boat, we all want more than we can get, and the ways of 
getting it are the same, whatever class one belongs to. The little 





——<- — 


chaff above is, of course, only to point a moral. A man’s aman for a’ 
that, and he will do exactly the same as any other man if he is placed 
under the same conditions. The cant that says a nobleman should 
be punished more severely than others because of his position is just 
as illogical as the cant whieh says he should be less severely dealt 
with because he will suffer so much more. We are all the same, 
It may be very humiliating to confess it, but we are. 


¥ * * 


Which side is going to win the County Council elections? I do 
not know if it strikes you in the same light, but it seems to me to 
have something ludicrous in it this bother about an e erated 
vestry when we are in the throes of the greatest anti-English com- 
bination the world has ever seen. It all seems so “irrelevant,” as 
Mr. Ibsen would say. And yet, I suppose, it is necessary to attend to 
trifles even when we are face to face with a terriffic calamity—no one 
seems to appreciate how terriffic. I suppose one ought to cut 
one’s nails on the morning of the verdict of the jury that will 
hang or acquit us. If, instead of concerning ourselves with 
the election of one party or another to the County Council, 
we were about to have a national referendum, a vast gather- 
ing of the nation, to say to the ministers what is the* country’s 
will! That would be something worth troubling about, it 
would have some bearing on the world’s history, some effect on the 
future of what is at present the greatest empire the world has seen, 
but what may very conceivably be at no distant date a defeated, 
degraded fifth-rate little place owning nothing but a few miles 
of territory in the German Ocean. 


4 4s # 


The London County Council has not vetoed the Land Transfer 
Act, 1897, being experimented upon theCounty of London. Section 
20 declares that no property shall vest in a purchaser until the con- 
veyance is registered. It is not uncommon for a purchaser to 
acquire a house with borrowed money, the lender taking a mort- 


- gage on the purchase at the same moment. That facility will be 


now denied to a purchaser, and he will be deprived of an opportunity 
of securing a house if he does not happen to have other property 
upon which he can raise the money he wants. No prudent lender 
will advance money upon an unregistered property, so you see one 
result of the Act will be to paralyze business. 


— 
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L’Amende Honorable. 


IA FRANCE (¢ 


4 ? 
rceitedly) :— 


\! AS ! where ] my litt 
VV that {tie | 
7 1) h ! , ' 
M f I) dr 
H{ ’ 
H{ 
b{ 
4 
Al | ! 


I dance, 


y him it 

[ storm, I weep 

in’ ntain myself 

For oh. mv bov, was mede in 
Where is that Gallic elf? 


r pretty dear 


lrance 


You've kidnapped my po 
In vour Celestial way ; 

But for the little game I fear 
You'll really have to pay. 

My child you must return to me 
And, to obtain my thank 

Best pay, @S an indemniter . 


One hundred thousand francs. 





THE MANDARIN :— 
Four thousand pound: And is that all 
Oh! pray no longer weep 
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I'd rather have them now and wait 











For had it been a German boy LA FRANCE (gratefully) : 
Q))) ore th yw suld insist 22 . . 
anni la: a Be . I thank you, Sir! Your readiness 
And maybe threaten to employ Ne oR igs la? Sem yea 
A i . 11] Lew, ‘és oi P 45 < 9 s ‘ . 
1e Well-known nailed fist. , y 
rt —— — Should in your hours of dire distress 
| nd} le! Py Bring solace to your fears. 
r'} 1] pont nad [eal well with me, my help I'll lend— 
Gd SI1al es Irrie an ‘ * 
4 1] | 1) . lo bait you’s not my sport! 
l er ail I Lily ul ) i 7 y: on Ss . 
: % — Remember ‘‘ Codlin”’ is your friend, 
if | ( t al t : . - ad : 
; a ee Fight very shy of ‘‘ Short. 
) isk for no cathedrals fine, . 
} ry new | t pe rt ' 
vant but not mu f THE MANDARIN (so to voce): 
' f ' ** . 
\ re ad I \ é rt BY: ar. dear! VV ith joy I well Cc vuld weep, 
a , b I And dance, and laugh, and cheer! 
Q + \ iY | ‘ 1d Wi } YY ft mn . } ’ ° 
Bessa op -ehacapooageile on ee Po think French children are so cheap 
} } ev tl ¢ ll Sk , . ’ " 
bbe ome While German are so dear! 
s very good ¢ u to make mn : 
MI 7 om " ee lo give me no expensive loan ! 
ae a? | ) + ‘ , Lr _. ‘ . 
sa ‘ ad ; — bs = lad To snatch no coaling station! 
Th ies 7S BOC oe sone 1 French courtesy I really own 
lus passing through my hands, Calls for my approbation. 
I surely had been driven mad : 
Vith militant demands. 
‘Tis pleasant, ma’am, to deal with you; 
The price you ask is fair Sharp. 
ae vy, indeed, to have to d ae wy ’ . 
satel ae i ‘. Old Gentleman (to Schoolboy fishing). 
1one so Gevoonna ‘ P ‘ . * & : 
Uys 4h at “Eyer ; — Don't you know that it is very 
With others, do whate’er I may, ER a . hasan oes 
No efforts seem to please ni ughty not to go to school, my boy: 
; You should be as the ant — always 
eve Wi! I stand at bay — ne - ¢ 
! n t \ knee ee . 
Sci / We I am—I’m a 
? h; {7 d ? 
a 
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police-court affair, as he watched the filmy shadow 





FUN. 


FEBRUARY 22, 1898. 











mjM 
es 
oO 
© 
* 
wd 
wf 
Ko) 
Oo | 
5 
or 
Fe 
Sr 
‘?) 
oa 
h 
ic 
mM 
as 


No. 9.—“ ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL.” 


Walter Spondulicks, a few days after the 
of his uncle 
Now, 


his room. ‘It’s you again, is it? 


Ma a 


- 


really, this sort of thing amounts to persecution, you know. You 


might leave me alone fo 
Bella every minute now 


my own.” 

hy “ My own, you mean, 
le | “ Yes, I have, Walter. 

if compact, or I mean to | 
pact has been fulfilled 
dreams, or will be as 


tet 


no possible hitch in that 


‘There's one part 
however,” retorted Walt 
ji: “ And what part is th 

‘It was agreed that ; 
risks while you inhabite 


. “ Well!” 


r a few hours at a stretch, and I’m expecting 


oe] 


“es, Walte n here again, and I'll keep on coming til at 
“3 Walter! I’m here ag nd I'll } till I get 


You have nothing you can hold, or keep.”’ 
I can hold you to fulfil your share of our 
1aunt you forever. My share of the com- 
You are wealthy beyond your wildest 
on as the will is proven, and there can be 


? 
. 


of our compact that you have not kept, 
er, ‘‘and on that [claim exemption.’ 

at, pray ?”’ 

yu should not run my body into unnecessary 
d it.”’ 


t ‘“Tt's not ‘well’! That’s just what’s the matter. You've left 
. an influence of old age about it. Why, it was only yi sterday Bella 
pulleda grey hair out of my moustache. And if you think insulting 
elderly busit ! men and vetting ked-up is taking ordinar: 
risk, I don't I es which, n h @ oO} mass of bruise 
where ha t 1 ui! ! re While you were tl] 
tenant.” 
‘6 Thi) me n i ephe vy Walter I t 
in honest man when I bargained with vou it tt t ! 
Holborn. 
‘‘So I am,” said Walte “But ( 
all your portion of the barga | cla e lax n th 
fulfilment of mune I won't bet hard on \¥ but now I sha 
restrict you to certain tin o when ye hall ha 
my body. I've worked out a little table of the times at your 
disposal, and they are as foll I'l] let yor ere the d 
You shall have posse n of my body as it ! it of 1 
especially during the winter nths, till breakfast time \ft 
breakfast vou shal] take it to the City for me in rainy weather, and, 
if you behave yourself, the mz iatre Qheure before dinn 


yours, also in all cases of sickness or indisposition vou shall hav 


upreme command, N 
his pipe with a compla 


ow, are you satished 


ent smirk. 


The old man fumed ang l down the 
. . } x 

* Satished s ! i d \ esti 
iniquit it iaabeurd. I bas — 
MmIguItous US Il , al ura. bars l rpit i ( ] 
and you must give me ir n for putting t 

, i 

conditions on me, 

‘ Iw } Be 1 } , 


‘‘Afraid you can’t help it, Uncle James,” said Walter, coolly. 
‘‘There’s a good deal gone already—the licence got, and the ring 
bought, and now we only want the parson and your blessing.” 

‘¢ Never!” shrieked Uncle James. ‘‘ Why can’t you wed yourself 
to money like I did during life?”’ 

‘‘ Yes! and toddle about for ever after in dirty dressing-gown and 
slippers, in search of an indulgent nephew, to divorce me from my 
lawful spouse. No, thank you, uncle!” 

‘You're very rude, nephew, to cast a slight on my personal 

appearance.’ 
‘No offence, uncle. But, really, you are a hard, old frump to try 
and separate two loving hearts. Oh! Listen! There’s Bella at 
the door. I’m sorry I took your money now, for it’s ike treason to 
her to know 1’m partly pawned to my uncle.” 

‘‘ Get rid of the girl as soon as possible,”’ snarled Uncle James, 
as Bella was ushered in. ‘‘ We have yet to settle our little differ- 
ence, sir, and to my satisfaction, or you'll find I can be malignant. 
Malignant, sir!” 

‘¢ You look it, Uncle James,’’ murmured Walter as he returned to 
his sweetheart’s caress. 

‘There’s one thing that troubles me, Walter,”’ said Bella, as 
their conversation turned to future prospects, ‘‘ and that is, you 
never knew your Uncle James. How I should like just to see him 
once, and thank him for our happiness, but, ot course, that’s 
impossible. It wouldn’t be so bad if we even had a picture of him. 
I want something to remember him by. We will arrange in our 
arinchair near the fire. It shall be called ‘Uncle 
be placed in readiness as if we were always 
must have been a dear, kin 


new nome a Cos’ 
James’s chair,’ and will 
3 
expecting him to visit us. He 
I , . 
hearte d old man. 
Walter glanced at the shade of his uncle and saw the 


' 


— 
~ 
- 


of his mouth grad ially re lax, 

lispered, ‘I forgive you your part of com- 
pact for that kind thought. I would not try and hurt the being 
who has given me the only kind word I have ever experienced. It 
is well you were firm, for I meant treason. My intluence would 
have gradually increased as years went on, and my intention was 
to have, and spend, all my vast fortune myself, leaving you in the 
land of shadows, and I would never have left you until my end had 
been accomplished. You may thank your future wife for your 
release. Enjoy my wealth and be happy. _ I will sit and console 
myself in the ci.air your wife has vsiven me, and watch your growing 
happiness. Don’t be alarmed, for, though you may be sometimes 
periaitt d to see me, she never shall.” 


6 UR? i ie i. 
‘ Walter! he W 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


Mr. ALEXANDER has produced Much Ado About Nothing without 
more ado than was necessary, and he has certainly something to 
show for it. He has a very fine production, an excellent company, 
and a solid success. ; 

Shakespeare’s delightful comedy is as bright and merry a show 
as the heart could desire. The ever-melodious Edward German has 
written some of his most captivating music, and there are two or 
three merry dances to help the play along. The costumes are as 
handsome as any we have seen. 

So much for the spectacle. What about the acting? The acting 
is all right, some of it very good, all of it interesting. Mr. Alex- 
ander’s Benedick is, for the most part, very entertaining. It is 
essentially natural ; there is no straining after effect : evervthing 
comes trippingly from the tongue : his love-making is quite in the 
Shakespearian mood. The shuttle-cock and battledoor encounters 
between him and Beatrice are admirably done, and all through the 
actor cuts a dashing and a handsome figure. 

Miss Julia Neilson as Beatrice looks perfectly lovely. Shi 
not quite the delicacy of touch which this part 
seem quite spontaneous, the badinage and repartee, the play of wit 
and fancy. All the same Miss Neilson is a fascinating heroine, 
and, in the few serious phases of the part, she was beyond reproach, 
Miss Fay Davis is a lovable Hero, sweet and womanly; she made a 


: | 


has 


wants. It does not 


very pathetic picture in the Church scene, where she is so cruelly 
wronged by Claudio. Mr. Vernon made a splendid Leonat Mr 
H. bh. Irving a sardonic and interesting Don John. whi Mr. Fred 
lerry, a dashing and debonnair Pedro, Mr. Vincent, Mr. Esmond, 
Mr. Royston, Mr. Robert Loraine—an earnest and manly Claudio 
are all capital. | 

Mr. R. C. Carton’s new play at the Comedy Theatre will be a 
c ht COlne dy, showing wh it a very 20 rd set I folk are fas} } able 
folk, beneath all their fripperies. And a very § l text, t The 
hief parts will be in the hands of Messrs. Charle le 


Eric Lewis, 


Kelly, Volpe, Arthur Williams, Lyston Lisle; Misses 
Comp -on, Fannie Ward, and Mrs, Calvert, ar 


‘y excellent caste, 
At Miss Nellie Farren’s benefit we are to have a great harle- 
juinade, with Miss Letty Lind as Columbine, Miss Ellaline Terriss 
as the Fairy Queen, Mr. Edmund Payne as the Clown, Mr. Arthur 
Roberts as the Policeman, Mr. Fred Storey as the Pantaloon. 


Glover and Sturgess’s comic opera, The King’s Sweetheart, 
a great success on tour, is shortly to be played at 
Métropole, and afterwards probably in the West 


Messrs. 
which has been 
the Camberwell 
End of London. 

The Press Ballet, produced at the Empire last Monday week, is a 
most marvellous adaptation of every-day material and replete with 
astonishment—literally making bricks out of paper. Success is 
assured, inasmuch as intelligence is not outraged. 


At the last moment Mr. George Fdwardes changed the name of 
his comedy from Jalouse to The Dove-Cot, and the latter description 
is More satirically expressive. A very brilliant audience assembled 
at the Duke of York’s Theatre upon the premiére, Saturday, the 


2th instant. The first act discloses a sumptuous]: 
ewhere near Piccadilly, the abode of the recently-wedded young 
ulr, Lucas and Eva Allward. The latter is of a dreadfully jealous 
lisposition, alwavs imagining that her husband is intriguin She 
him miserable with her unfounded accusations of infidelity. 

The butler and housemaid are not slow to take advat the 
rd pre vailing, and with some patch ili scent and a few of the 
ald’s hairs incriminatingly ind laid upon thi 

ind’s shoulders engender a tornad tf uxorious W The 

| have nothing less than a divorce, and rushes off, followed 


The 
to be found 
This parental 


by her 1) isand, to her parents ¢ untry home 
arents have timely warning of the visit, and 

larrelling, a habit notoriously uncommon with t ) 
‘alte face fairly staggers Eva, and she agrees her husband to 
Keep up appearances, if only for the sake of reconciling the old 
couple. However, Eva, believing all men to be bad, sides with her 
nother, and, by some means or other, rakes up her father’s past 
tory, and changes her mother’s simulated wrath into reality. 
ucas Allward ultimately finds out the housemaid’s little manwuvre, 


feed et 
- 
. 
j 


and, just as his wife’s conduct is on the brink of ruining her 
rother’s matrimonial arrangement and the happiness of her 
nds, her parents, and herself, she perceives into what dangerous 
traits her tlousv has reduced her, and begs forgiveness all round, 
U1 nventiona s terminati The acting is faultless 

yne concerned. Mr. Seymour H and Miss Ellis 
Mr. and Mrs. Allward: Mr. Jam Welch and Miss 

" ] } y + \] | yey » € i] fi] 

ne f | by 


KUN. 6 


Messrs. Raiemond, Sugden, Caird, France, Wyes; and Misses Sybil 
Carlisle, Leonora Braham, Sibil Grey, and Dorothea Desmond. 
portrait, dealing with the incident of 


A historical dramatic ; 
Oliver Goldsmith's novel, ‘The Vicar of Wakefield,” precedes. It 
was delightfully entertaining and intellectually impressive. H.R.H. 


the Prince of Wales and suite have attended a performance of The 
Dove-Cot. 


The charming fairy Cinderella, at the Garrick 


pantomine, 


Theatre, was finally performed last Saturday evening to make way 
for the new play, in three acts, entitled 22a, Curzon Street, by 


mas and John Edwards, in which Mr. Arthur 
Martin Harvey, Miss Lottie Venne, Miss Fanny 
ers Will appear, to be produced this week. 


Brandon Th 
Bourchier, Mr 
Brough and oth 

A concert in aid of the Omnibus Drivers’ and Conductors’ Sick 
Fund will take place on Thursday evening, 24th inst., af Balham 
Town Hall. 

Mr. John Foster 
province of H 


through the 
\t Kuan- 


l’raser 


has just ridden alone 
pe h, the most anti 


foreign part of China. 


yin 10 he v iobbed by an excited crowd. ‘ The people,” he 
says, ** CO) ! { hustling me and calling me ‘ foreign devil!’ 
QO ca t my hind wheel and pulled the bicycle back. l 


Then 


turned round and struck him under the chin. | drove my 
machine right into the crowd and made them give way. Ag 1 went 
along the street, an old man standing at a shop-door gave me a kow 
tow. I returned the greeting and went up. Heasked me to sit down, 
and t Meanwhile there was a tremendous throng 
ho itl I wanted to be friendly, So, taking 
hand t¢t he back of my head, and, 
@ssu f astonishment, pretended I had t my p 
U ight h 1 f the neare ( naman, and 
said h p vil, as some one had stolen mine. \t 
th ter ] 1 over the mob, and all danger of per 
1 away That night I held quite a levy l wa 
pre p tea, and then as a memento one of the 
Visit candi At Sha i the capital of the province, 
the m ire periodically wrecked, and the British Consul 
has t ird a is It is impossible to secure a residence. 
Hard 1 ler ever ent the town without being a aulted. 

N th vear of its existence, The Road, which claimsthe 
distinction of being the only riding, driving, and coaching journal 
In t i l, has found it necessary to remove from its present 
ottices into 41 and 42, King Street, Covent Garden, W.¢ 

Secrets Impenetrable. 
P Dyrevfus may console himself with the reflection that his 


untoward fate is not likely to be shared by any other individual 
nate crime. | 

; LPTAIN bold, you have secrets sold !"’ 

His defection was thus alleged. 

‘ Devil's Isle, as a traitor vile, 
Ina live man’s yriive he’s wedved. 

But some pleasure grim it might yield to him 
(Could he gather the fact) to learn 

» ghost of a chance will be given by France 


'o another poor wretch to earn 
Su ) is he in despair doth sleep 
| y¢ sell f secrets which France would keep! 

self w lamned, all the doors were slammed 
t e pu who longed to hear 

H{ lefen ind doom: and in secret room 

i | Ven (i) li r 

taint: the hor’s plait 

Was b ret devices met 

for the mainmost ma Of nl ‘“ proof . ala ' 


Very brusquely aside was set. 
Leps we trace of the Dri yf lS case, 
stumble on such a huge 
And hermetical hi ap of secrets de ep, 
That our topper and ombrifuge 
We inay safely wager, that no poor d ] 


Will ent, in sale of French secrets 


Will, at pre revel !! 


At this period of the year, when the physical reinvigoration 
subtl p eds, the scalp freely desquammates. This cutaneous 
exfoliat has been greatly facilitated by Dr. Ejichoff’s latest 
dij very in medicine. He has prepared an embrocation, or wash 
which quickly and effectually eradicates all scurf, and simul 
tans timmulates and strengthens the hair. The inventor ha 
mal j nre ration ( { " and it can be obtained at 62, New 
| r 
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‘ ) a 
“« Te ae aren 
} — - 
4 San , 4 “9 ° = f > ' 
; 6 ; ” Artemidorus. (Reads. Jumping up.) Great gladiaters of Rome! 
‘ . . - y 
f Julius Cesar. What’s this I read? Mr. Beerbohm Tree —Revival of Julius Cesar 
f REDUCED TO ONE ACT. three acts—only three acts! Shame, shame on a cong ered man! 
; But I won’t go. Calphurnia, love, I quite agree with you. I won't 
i (WITH APOLOGIES TO MR. TREE.) go out to-day.” 
: Scene: A Room in Cwsar’s Palace Culph.—* But you'll insure your life all the same, won't you, 
r vf Ge 4 t } L iu ‘Ss o Ge ; _ a = e 
4 . . . 7 , 4 ’ . “4 ry ‘ . 7 , . ’ = r - 
. (Loud catterwauling and the strains of a concertina heard outsiu Cwvsar. —** I'll see about it. Hark! I hear footsteps. Tis not 
: Enter Cesar in his nightgown.) et vou should be seen in this attire, Calphurnia. What if it 
: - ; ~ i” 
i "tt oN } th, } | t ‘ —_ came to the ears of Mr. Clement Scott ? 
; é or ‘ave 6) *f ave Gen 7 CAC L 1g D ’ "4 ’ ° ’ ) PY P je 
: hicipoicentthy shits Menge} gTngse arene : pots oe . (Exit Calphurnia. Enter Brutus, Publius, Casca, etc.) 
i It’s worse than the old days when a rabble of supers used to screaty ] Vy ‘ le C a 
: . ; . er dure tose C 1( car 
H and yell over my dead body in the third act, with Mark Anton, ioe R ee ee aes 
; blarneying thein from the rostrum. Listen! But the tom-cat rai iota, vn a: i +] — 
+ - . ° ° ° . " . 1 ty, } P é + ¢ ' ’ "OC “eo oi . g § 
and concertinas are not in it with the chuckle-headed rot Calphu: 7 MOE AES SOM Eaeay 908 4 7 ay 
; nia’s been yelling in her sleep. Murder Cwsar, forsooth' Why. Cesar (aside).—** In three acts! No. Neve a 
; the: e4 »f tired of murdering me long ago, and Ai! t } f ne T (aS a. = The stage—I| mean the penate Walts. 
makes a chap feel a bit funked. Where’s that—(enter Fluni Cie-ar.— Tell it to go home to its mother. 
f ‘ < dal Att i iY ili? {I vy il { JTLAY ¢ f é : , Hp _— 7 ’ 
‘ Oh, you're here. Varlet, hence! away! Bri hither the prophet rucu ‘You don’t seem to savvy. You've got to go. Mr. 
books and let me know what’s in the wind. ; , € — 
Flunkey.—“ Yis, sorr.” (Exit.) Cuwsar.—“ Ha, ha! Youan honourable man! I’ve found out your 
(Rater Calohurnia. also in niahtoow ) little ga Yon want to kill me in the first act, don’t you? But 
Calph.—‘‘ Cesar. dear.’ . I’m not having any. I’m staying at home to nurse a tooth-ache 
’ : cur , ’ } . ' to 19 rs 
( ur.—‘* Well, my chuck. What’s the row ? ay. . 
(" ] Great C ur] ' +t vantiore th to-dav. Casca (aside). ‘Tf he won't £0, we must do it nere, or Mr. Tree 
( 1 Great Cwsar t not fiddlesticks 4 Phut wil vexed. Ugh! won’t Calphurnia kick up a shindy if we spoil 
de Vhat should prevent me? Fear has 1 pla ln) LJ veh CREpCs. ’ ’ ; ‘77 ) 
1) } I i! Lie ’ q fenulne reat J hu (4 rea i {{ [aos ( sar and other ¢ nsprirators to I Su a Brutus last.) 
\\ im Sh espeare r me by Bacon Many at a Cu sar (dyin }. “Et tu Brute! Oh, you brute!’ 
oft on the Rialto—I mean on the London boards—have I be (Enter Calphurnia frantically.) 
foully murdered in the third act. I died too hard for theatre-gor Calph. (screaming).—* lam ruined! Ruined! ”’ 
1 + +}, 
It took three act to Kill me, and two more to aven een (ited h, (Falls 0 ( W's '”? Red fire Q) CUTTA ry.) 
I live in honourable retirement. Better for my nerves that ; , 
for I always dread est some of those daggers } ht be re | 
oa 
ET, ee er ee F ~~ Doomed by Oom. | 
This night [ dreamt, and methought Cesar was again taken to the Dear old Oom Paul is as droll as ever. Touching on the raid | 
Theatre, and, as he stood at the base of Pompe statue, rea indemnity, he is reported to have said: ‘‘Grandmcther won't pay. 
agit ey were uplifted. I'} bh, FeMemMp } that af ’ ; iST) ld n't man t make war with Englan 3 but l mean 
insured and I would be left pennil [ rushed forward with a lowly to get the money.”’} 
hriek and mer . . 
Cwsar (excitedly).—** And—and I'm filled with gall and bile, Granny 
Calph.—** 1 awok« I’m driven to angry words— 
Ha Cuvsar.—* 1 say. Calphurnia, that’s too bad. What had vou f To think you still ignore my bill 
ipper last night? You sh dn't dream dream f that rt Of a million and two-thirds. 
‘| hi innerve me. I've a good inind to ; Stay, her me And I'd better tel! you plain, Granny, 
! Patricus with the prophet ooks. (Enter Flunkey hed And plump and pat, that I'll 
e> Boore's Almanac La WW ll. Patricus, what say the prophetic one Be on the track of your Union Jack, 
| Flunk.—‘“ Faith, yer ‘onner, they're after sayin’ as Oireland If my heart you longer rile! 
it ‘ave Home Rule yet.” Though warfare ain’t my style, Granny, 
‘* Pooh ! through the Senate if I can help Your braves I’]] overwhelm 


44 NO EGGS' NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 


Cwsar It won't pas 


Read on.” 
Flunk. begorra, bountyv-fed sugar will be fed till it 
Cesar. “Yes, yes; but isn’t there anything more t 


Crive lie the 


' it. 


PMOOUONW, 


Flu If 1 plaz rr, there's nuthin a it a pinta ut 
i! t elf as’d 1 to drin I nner 

Tié 

( r (throwing dow? Hence, varlet, and Q) 
Bo In t leepest dur the wa wr! (J 
nought 

klw ) 

(Exit.) 

Ciwsar ls go or not t that is tl estion, WI 

Calph Cwsar, dear! 

Ciwsar ‘ Hold ur noise, Calphurnia! ¥ ve mad — 
the rest of that fine solil 1 Leave me to collect 1 t 
by th I have la 1 er that evening paper 





Like an avalanche, and root and branch, 
Kradicate your realm! 


yet I’ve no vindictive thoughts, Granny ! 
I’]1 smile no sneering smile 
When I’ve nullified your empire wide, | 
\s was Priam's pride * erewbile ! 
I'm no such man of guile, Granny! 
But if I make my Boers 
Work Britain’s fall, why, hang it all, | 
The fault will all be yours ! 
So you'd best be wise in time, Granny, 
\nd from your hoarded pile , 
Fork out the brass, when along I pass 
The raid-cash ‘apturing tile! 
**} When Pri 4tn’s pride and Priam’s self shall fall, 


(nd one prodigious ruin swallow all.”—H: 
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| Delicious and Nutritious. 


BIRD'S 
CUSTARD 


POWDER 


' Enhances the acceptability of every 
Sweet Dish or F1 





cocoa 





Fanmity £ 


Gadbury’s 


“Refreshing and Invigorating to the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


ESTABLISHED 1824. 


Needham’s 
Polishing 


Paste. 


. The most reliable preparation for Cleaning 
and Brilliantly Polishing Brass, Copper Tin, Britannia Metal, 


Id everywher 


JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 
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